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Author's Notes: 
WARNING: There is something very disturbing depicted in this story. | can't say what because that would give 


everything away, so if you have a weak stomach, don't say | didn't warn you. 


Also, | can't find the copy | posted back then, so if there are any obvious problems, they aren't Heather's fault 
because she did a great job on the final version 


"Believe me, Jase. When they see you've come back, they are going to be thrilled," Kirk said as he tuned his 


guitar in the rehearsal room. He looked up and caught Jason's frown "You don't think so?" 


"They are going to be feeling a lot of things, Kirk, but thrilled isn't one of those things," Jason answered from 
his chair in the dark corner. "It's not that I'm not glad to be back, but | wish you hadn't made such a sacrifice 


for me. It wasn't worth it." 


Looking down at his guitar again, Kirk said, "You're worth it to me. | hated not having you around. It made 
everything wrong." He paused searching for the words to convey what he felt when Jason was gone from his 
life. "I love you and need you with me. | can go along for a while and things are fine. Then some stupid thing will 
come up, like someone will talk about mountain biking or even sandwiches, and all of a sudden I'll be aware of 


the fact you aren't there. It hurts, and I'm tired of being hurt over and over." 


Kirk went back to tuning his guitar as he spoke. "When we are in the studio, | can't stand to see Bob in your 
place. | look over, and you aren't there, banging your head even though we were in the studio and not some big 
stadium. Then the part of me that | thought was healed over starts to bleed again. James and Lars were 
sympathetic for a while, but they couldn't understand why | couldn't let go of it and move on. After a while it 
all just hurt all the time and everything just added to the pain 


He looked at his wrists, which showed the faint scars of his suicide attempt. "| guess | needed to make myself 


bleed on the outside to match what | felt on the inside." 
‘lm sorry | wasn't there to stop you." 


"Not your fault. | should have been stronger. Maybe if | hadn't been so focused on my pain, | would have found 
a way to bring you back sooner. | would have been thinking clearer and realized that there were steps | could 


take to bring you back." 


Putting down his guitar and moving to the corner, he cupped Jason's face between his hands. "I love you. | 
didn't care what it took to get you back with us. | would have done a lot more than was required of me to get 


you back. The price could have been set a lot higher, and | would have paid it” 


He leaned forward and gave Jason a lingering kiss, then said, "| don't care if Lars and James will be pissed for 
having this forced on them. I'm tired of letting them make all the decisions. For once I'm making the decisions, 


and they are going to have to just fucking accept it” 


Jason sighed, then smiled, and raised his hands up to hold onto Kirk's. "I wish | could have been here for you. | 
didn't want to leave to you, but you know | didn't have a choice. | would never want you to be hurt" He took a 
deep breath. "I love you, Kirk, and | guess since | can't change what you did, | just have to take advantage of 

the fact that I'm here with you now, and | won't let anyone hurt you anymore." He ran his fingers lightly over 


the scars. "Not even yourself” 


Pulling Kirk down into his arms, Jason gave him a long, lingering kiss while he slid his hands up to Kirk's 
shoulders and then down his back to cup his ass. He gave it a squeeze. Kirk smiled after breaking the kiss and 
said, "Unfortunately, we don't have time for that, but we may have time for something a little bit quicker.” 


With that, he pushed Jason back into the chair and parted Jason's knees so he could kneel between them. He 


got Jason's dick out and wrapped his mouth around the head of it. His tongue traced circles around and around 


it, and then slid up and down the slit. Jason shuddered and moaned. "God, Kirk, | had forgotten how good your 


mouth feels." 


Kirk removed his mouth, eliciting a moan of protest from Jason. That moan was quickly turned into one of 
pleasure as Kirk moved his mouth down to his balls. Slowly, he laved first one and then the other, gently 
moving between the two, until, with a look of devilishness, Kirk scraped his teeth over the surface of the right 


globe. The scream of pleasure that come from Jason make Kirk glad that this was a soundproof room. 
With a gasp, Jason managed to get out, "Feeling playful are we? Thought we didn't have time?" 
"Just trying to make it a memorable experience. Consider it part of your welcome back present." 


Kirk ran his tongue down Jason's length, savoring the half-forgotten flavor of his lover and wetting every inch 
of his shaft. Then, drawing his head back slightly, he pursed his lips and blew a stream of air over it the moist 
flesh, teasing. Jason quivered and moaned. Kirk licked his lips, then blew again. He could see Jason's fingers curl 
into the arm of the chair and wished he could draw this torture out indefinitely, but Lars and James would be 
there soon. Jason's return would be surprise enough, Kirk didn't feel they needed the bonus shock of seeing 
him sucking his dick. 


Lowering his mouth over the entire cock, he took in as much as he could. Then he began a rhythm, slowly at 
first, but with the urging of Jason's hands on the side of his head, he began to pick up speed. As he did, he 
took more and more of Jason into his throat, swallowing as much of him as possible. The feel of Kirk's throat 
convulsing around his dick must have been too much for Jason. Pulling Kirk's head back until just the tip of 
him remained in Kirk's mouth, Jason came with a shout. Kirk, unfazed by the noise above, drank down every 


drop. 


Licking his lips, Kirk tucked Jason back into his pants and moved up to kiss him. "Later, you'll have to return 
the favor." 


Pulling Kirk tightly into his arms, Jason said, "Count on it. | owe you for that and for a whole lot more. | love 


you." 


"| love you, too." 

The sound of the heavy soundproof door partially opening and the sound of James and Lars' voices coming 
from outside had Kirk moving out of Jason's arms. Then the door shut tight again. "Wait here until | tell them. 
| don't want to ruin the surprise." 


"Don't worry. This is one surprise | can wait for." 


Kirk moved away from Jason and back into the middle of the studio. James and Lars walked in looking grim and 


upset. When they saw Kirk there, they stopped and shared a look between them. 


Kirk smiled and said, "Have | got something to tell you!" 


James looked at Lars and made a "go on" gesture. Lars didn't look happy, but said, "We have something to tell 
you, too." He stopped then said, "I think you should sit down, It isn't good news." 


Kirk rolled his eyes, but obediently went over to his chair and sat down. He had trouble sitting still anxious to 
share his good news. "Okay, what do you have to tell me that could be so bad? Cause whatever it is, you'll 
forget all about it when | tell you my good news." 


Lars came around the chair to face him while James hung back. He took a deep breath and said, "Kirk, last 
night, someone broke into Bob's house. His family wasn't home, but when Bob walked in on them, there was 
some kind of fight" His voice choked up, and he stopped. 


Kirk waited a moment, but Lars seemed unable to speak Kirk watched Lars fight back tears. He gave the man 
a moment, but no more details were forthcoming. Finally, impatient to get this over with so he could share his 
good news, he said, "And?" 


James answered him. "He's dead, Kirk." 


Kirk looked at James and was surprised to see that James' eyes were bright, and he too was fighting back 
tears. The sight shocked Kirk into sitting still. James rarely cried. 


"Someone tied him up and slaughtered him like a dog. The police don't know who did it or why, but they are 
investigating." 


Lars reached out and took Kirk's hands in his drawing Kirk's attention. When Kirk turned back to Lars, he could 


see the concern on Lars' face. 


"We know how hard this must be for you, especially when things were just finally getting better. We also know 
you had some problems with Bob taking Jason's place, but he was a good friend to us for years. | know that 
you are probably as upset and angry as we are. We just want you to remember that you aren't alone. James 


and | are here for you. We'll be here for you for as long as it takes." 


James moved up behind him and laid his hands on his shoulders. "We let you down before. We know that, but 
we aren't going to this time. We help you through this." 


He was touched by their show of support. It was said without pity or condescension They really would be 
there for him this time in what they thought would be a bad time for him. 


"You two don't need to worry about me. Nothing like happened before is going to happen again. I'll never fall 
apart like that again. Not when | know that the one thing | need to keep going will never be taken from me 


again" 


He could feel his face hardening and see a look of confusion roll across Lars’ face. "I'm sorry that you are 
upset about what happened to Bob. But what happened to Bob was necessary and what he deserved." 


Shock appeared on Lars' face and James tightened his grip on his shoulders. 
"What are you saying?" Lars asked while searching Kirk's face for some sign that he was joking. 


‘| mean that we don't need Bob anymore. You and James can produce our records, and I've got us a kick-ass 
bassist" The last put a happy smile on his face. 


James let go of his shoulders and stalked around the chair to face him. When he saw the smile, his temper hit 
the boiling point. "For fuck's sake! Bob was murdered! Don't you understand? This isn't about replacing him. This 


is about one of our people being killed." 


Kirk pulled his hands out of Lars' slack grasp and stood. "No, James, it's you who doesn't understand. We. Don't: 
Need. Bob. Anymore. I've taken care of it. I've gotten rid of him." 


James stepped back from Kirk, something he had never done before. It gave Kirk a rush to have James afraid 


of him. 
"Did you have something to do with what happened to Bob?" James asked. 
Lars made a choked sound as he rose from his knees. "What are you saying, James?" 


Without taking his eyes off of Kirk, James replied, "lm not saying anything. I'm asking Kirk to explain what he 


meant." 


"You want an explanation?" Kirk asked. "I'll give you one.” 


Pacing back and forth in front of them, the words began to tumble out of his mouth. "I hated Bob for taking 
Jason's place. It tore me up inside, so much so that sometimes | hated the two of you. You let him take 
Jason's place, and you were happy about it. No more fights since Bob would go along with everything you 
wanted. You didn't need to take the time to crush his spirit because you already had someone who would give 


in to your wishes." 


He flashed them a grim look. "That's when | cut my wrists, | could live without Jason, and maybe | could live 
with Bob in his place, but | couldn't live with hating you two for not missing him as much as | did. When | was 
lying there in the emergency room, | watched the medical team rush around trying to save me. They were 
trying to bring me back from the dead They were taking something dead and making it live again. And all of a 
sudden, | realized that that was the solution | had been looking for; that | had finally found the way to stop all 
the hurt inside of me. The solution wasn't in death. It was in life. And in rebirth." 


Kirk stopped and looked at James and Lars. Both of them looked shocked and confused. He knew he wasn't 


explaining this as well as he could be, but now that the moment was upon him, he couldn't settle himself to 
explain it well for them. He spared a quick glance over to the shadowed corner of the room where he knew 
Jason sat waiting to be reintroduced. ‘Soon’ he thought. 


"| knew that if | could recreate what we had been, what we had lost, we would once again be the closed fist. 
The Mighty Metallica. Only this time we would be stronger, because this time we would know how fragile and 
how easily broken it was. It was so simple that | felt stupid for not thinking of it sooner. | just needed to 
substitute one bassist for another. | had to get rid of Bob so Jason could come back." With that, Kirk gestured 


to the dark corner. 


Both James and Lars turned. The outline of someone sitting in a chair, not moving could be seen. James looked 


back at Kirk, but Lars moved forward to get a better look at who it was. 
Kirk smirked at James, "Go ahead. He doesn't bite." 


By the time James turned back around, Lars was almost to the figure. James took a step, when Lars said, 
"Motherfucker," and then stood staring at the chair's occupant. 


James ran the short distance to Lars where he stood frozen beside him. When James turned back to him, Kirk 


knew his grin was from ear-to-ear. Now everything would be normal. They would be whole. The way it should 


be. 
"That's Jason, you sick fuck! He's been dead for over a year, and you dug him up!" 


Kirk kept smiling, "OF course | did. Now we can be together forever." 


